I rode away on the surges, where, high as the saddle-
bow,

Fled foam underneath me, and round me, a wandering
and milky smoke.

Long fled the foam-flakes around me, the winds fled

out of the vast,
Snatching the bird in secret; nor knew I, embosomed

apart,
When they froze the cloth on my body like armour

riveted fast,
For Remembrance, lifting her leanness, keened in the

gates of my heart,

Till, fattening the winds of the morning, an odour of

new-mown hay
Came, and my forehead fell low, and my tears like

berries fell down;
Later a sound came, half lost in the sound of a shore far

away,
From the great grass-barnacle calling, and later the

shore-weeds brown*

If I were as I once was, the strong hoofs crushing the
sand and the shells,
Coming out of the sea as the dawn comes, a chaunt of
love on my lips,
Not coughing, my head on my knees, and praying, and
wroth with the bells,
I would leave no saint's head on his body from Rachlin
to Bera of ships*
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